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315: TO EDWARD GARNETT
7. vii. 27.                                                                          [Karachi]
That Minister s Daughter by Hildur Dixelius is a very very very
excellent book: one of the rarest and ripest things I've met for the
last couple of years. The real stuff. It is going to rest amongst my
permanent collection of books (which are being kept and used
by one Richards, a Welsh metaphysician in St. John's Wood,
against the hypothetical and probably-never-to-come-day when
I'll have a whole room of my permanent own in which to read
permanent books again): but before that I'll have to get it bound
quietly. This present cover is too bounding altogether. Is that
Yank taste? Doran has made my Revolt a proper yellow dog, at
his end, despite Cape's example. Rosa I did not much like.
Your exploration of Pembrokeshire must have been enjoyable
for you. Its southern part has somehow avoided the remaining
Welsh. Some Fleming colony, I believe they said it was. They
talk a beautiful soft English, and build white cottages with
chimneys as big as abutments. The coast line is also beautiful,
in my recollection. I remember the green of the land running
down nearly into the sea. What was lovely about Galilee, in
Palestine, was that green grass grew, in Genesaret, right into the
very (sweet) water. But cottages aren't for me, now. Didn't I
tell you what I hope for, when I come out of the R.A.F.? Robin
Buxton, my banker, and now Trustee, is going to try and get me
a night job in the city, either as watchman in a Bank, or caretaker
in a group of offices. They pay fairly: it is a quiet employment,
whose only necessary qualification is honesty: and the work is not
hard. I expect, you know, to fall into age quite suddenly, as I
did into middle age on landing here. My eyes are troubling me
so that I can't read much, or see clearly what I write. I'm going
a bit deaf: and they say (I can't see my own head) that my hair is
now thick with white hairs. I take it that quite likely by 1935
I'll require an occupation which is slow, and full of sitting down,
On the other hand, return to England might cheer me up to a
few more years of motor-cycle madness. Who knows?
That Barker Fairley book on Doughty spoiled itself, by trying
to do too much. He maintained that the form of AJ). and of